A    BED    AT    LAST

my steps up to a hundred in order to pass the time.
Darker and darker it grew, and nothing passed but fast
cars going the wrong way, but it seemed more like an
hour than half an hour before I found myself in front
of the "Dog."

Yellow light streamed from the open doorway, and a
cheerful noise of pre-closing hour's conversation. "Thank
God I may get a bed at last," I thought, stepped through
the door, and, before I had got any farther saw advancing
towards me, tankard in hand, the beaming round face
and burly figure of my old friend Aubrey Robinson.
Out shot his free hand: "What will you have?" he
demanded, heartily.

For a moment I forgot thirst, bed, fatigue, knapsack
and blisters in utter astonishment at his sang-froid. I
knew he lived in Hampshire now, but not where; he
could not have had the slightest notion that I was within
a hundred miles; we had not met since the last Newbury
Races; it flashed through my mind that this was the
sort of man who, without preliminary curiosity, would
have addressed a returning Rip Van Winkle with "I say,
old fellow, I can tell you where you can get your beard
trimmed."

"What will you have?" he asked, with the air of a man
whose next proceedings would be to introduce me to his
friends and suggest a game of darts. "An armchair, if
there is one," I groaned. "Oh, that's easy," he assured
me, and pushed me through to a little back-parlour,
where I discarded my gear and fell back into aching com-
fort. "I say, Fred!" he called; and got what we wanted.
"Where are you sleeping to-night?" was his next enquiry.
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